The Biftorie of 

Falf I would it were bed time Hal, and all well. 

Prin. Why? thou owed God a death. 

Falf, T’isnotducyet, I would be loth to pay diim before hi s 
day : what need I befo forward with him that calls not on mec; 
Weil,t’is no matter, Honour pricks me on : yea but how ifH®‘ 
nour prick me off when I come on? how then can Honour let to 
a legfnojor an armc/ no,or take away the griefe of a wound?no, 
Honour hath no skill in Surgcric then, no: What is Honour? a 
Word : What is that word Honour? Aire : a trimme reckoning. 
Who hath it? hethatdieda VVednefday? Doth he feelcit? no: 
doth he hcare it? no : t’is infenfiblethcni’yea,to the dead.-butwill 
itnotliuc with the liuing? no ; ,why. ? detradion will not fuffet 
it, thereforellcnoneofttj Honourisa meere Skntchion ; and 
fo ends my Catechifme, Exit. 

Enter fVorcefier , and fir "Richard Vernon. 

Wer, O no, my Nephew mull not know, Sir Richard, 

The iiberall kind offer cf the King. 

Ver. T’werebefthedid. 

War, Then are we allvndone. 

It is notpoffible, it cannot be. 

The King would keepe his word in louingvs. 

He will fufpedi vs ftill, and find a time, 

To poniffi this offence in others faults j 
Suppofition, all our Hues, fliallbe ffucke full of eyes. 

For T reafon is but truffed like theFoxe, 

Who neuerfo tame, locheriffit, and locktvp, 

Will haue a wilde tricke of his anccfters : 

Lookc hew he can, or fad or merrily: 

Interpretation will mifquotc ourlookcs, 

And we (ball feed like Oxen ata ftall. 

The better cheriflit, ftill the nearer death. 

My Nephews trefpalfe may be well forgot. 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heate of blood. 

And an adopted nameofPriuiledge, 

A haire-braind Botjpur, gouerned by afpleene. 

All his offencesliuevpon my head, 

And on his Fathers. We did traine him on. 

And his corruption being tancfromvs.' . 




Henry the Fourth, 

We a* f he fpring ofall, Ihallpay for all : 

Therefore good Coofen, let not Harry know 

In any cafe, the offer of the King. Enter Hot] fttr. 

Ytr. Deliuer what you wil,lle fay tis fo.Here comes your Coo- 


Exit D<mg. 


Enter Dote* 


Hot. My vnclc is returnd, 

Deliuer vp my Lord of Weftmerlandi 

Vnclc,whatnewes? 

War. The King will bid you Battell prcfcntly. 

Dow, Defie him by the Lord of Wettmeiland 
Plot. Lord Dowglat, go you and tell him fo. 

Dow, Mary and thall,and very willingly. 

Wor, There is no feeming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid. 

War, I told him gently of your grieuanccs, 

Of bis Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forfu caring that he i s forfworne, 

He calls vs Rebels, Traytors, and will fcourge 
With haughty armes , this hatefuil name in vs. 

Dow. Arme Gentlemen, to armes, for I haue throwne . 
A braue Defiance in King Henries teeth j 
And Wefimerland that was ingag’ddid beare it. 

Which cannotchufe but bring him quickly on. 

War, The Prince of Wales ftept forth before the Kings 
And Nephew, challeng’d you to finglefight. * 

Hot, O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads'. 

And that no man might draw fliort breath to nay, 

ButI and Harry ^Monmouth : tell me, tell me, 

How fliewd his talking? feem’d it in contempt ? 

Ver. No, by my foulc, I neuer in my life 
Did hcare a Challenge vrg’d more modeftly, 

VnlelTe a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
To gentle exercife and proofe of armes. 

He gaue you all the duties of a man, 

Trimd vp your praifes with a prmcely tongue, 

Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, 

Making you euer better then his pra ife. 

By ftill difpraifing prayfe, valued with you ; 

And which became him like a Prince indeed, 


(fen. 


